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SANCTUM 
TALKS. 


“yV HY, how are 
you, Doctor?” 

‘‘Good day, LIFE. 
That Thanksgiving sermon of mine —” 

‘‘Ah, yes. Seems to have raised a hornet’s nest. 
But you don’t care, do you?” 

‘*N-no. Why should I? I’m honest, and I’m here 
to—” 

‘*Exactly, Doctor. You’re here to make trouble, but 
you don’t know it. Have you ever heard, Doctor, that 
there is a certain place paved with good intentions? 
Also that the same place ‘hath no fury like a woman 
scorned’ ?”’ 

‘*You’re speaking of hell, aren’t you?” 

‘Well, yes.” 

‘‘Then why not say so? Why not call a spade by a 
worse name if possible? That’s my way.” 

‘‘T know it; but that’s the difference between you and 
me, Doctor. I move in refined society, and have to be 
particular.” 

“And I—” 


‘ 

‘* Well, you talk shop to others.” 
‘‘Then you don’t like me?” 
‘“You mean well, Doctor, but if it 
were not for that superfluous accomplishment do you 
know what you would be? More or less of a—” 

“What?” 

‘‘Humbug. Ta-ta, Doctor.” 


a 


‘Good day, sir! 


MEDICAL ITEM. 


NDER the tutorship of Coach Lehmann, the Har- 
vard crew is slowly recovering from its paralytic 
stroke. 


\ ,' J. HEN a woman is deceived some man is avenged. 


" HY is it that so many novelists have been 


newspaper men?” 
‘‘The first thing that every reporter learns is to write 
fiction.” 
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MBASSADOR BAYARD has declined 
to receive the’ Christmas present for 
the purchase of which the London 7e/e- 
graph was receiving subscriptions. He 
wrote affectionately to the Telegraph 
expressing his gratification at the response its 
proposal had received, but saying that it 
wouldn’t quite do for the American Ambassador to 
receive such a gift. Inasmuch as his habitual critics 
in this country had begun to how], it is a relief to have 
this new occasion for their maledictions dismissed. 
They rail at the amiable Ambassador as though it were 
a national misfortune for Uncle Sam to have a rep- 
resentative in London whom the British like. It seems 
to LIFE that they rail on slight grounds, and that this is 
in reality a cause for congratulation. Mr. Bayard in 
London has been the right man in the right place, 
and Uncle Sam, as well as Mr. Bull, has the best of 
reasons to be pleased with him. 






NIT. N ISSTATEMENTS have been made 
in some American newspapers — 

in the New York Hera/d, for one — 
about the conditions under which 
Mr. R. C. Lehmann came to this 
country from England to coach the 
Harvard crew. It has been reported 
that Mr. Lehmann, who is an 
Oxford graduate, had supported 
himself for some years by training 
college crews, and the impression 
was given that the incident of compen- 
sation entered in some form into his 
; connection with Harvard boating. The 

| | truth is that when he was invited by Mr. 
- Watson, and later by Mr. Peabody, to 

: come and coach the Harvard oarsmen, 
he was told that the Harvard men would be glad 
to pay his expenses and entertain him as their guest 
while he was here. He said he would come, but that 
it must be not only without pay, but entirely at his own 
costs; explaining that if he received compensation in 
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any form, for expenses or anything else, he would cease 
to be an amateur, and would be properly debarred from 
engaging hereafter in amateur sports. 


* * * 


T will be seen, therefore, that 
his sole motive in making 
two trips across the ocean and 
laboring for four months with 
the Harvard men is the love 
of sport, and the pleasure of 
putting an interesting ac- 
complishment touse. It is 
worth while to correct the 
misstatements about him, 
not only because it is due to 
him that his position should be 
correctly understood, but also 
because his example is very 
timely and useful. Our amateurs, even our college 
men, are slow to appreciate the vital necessity of keeping 
sport and money-earning absolutely separate. There is 
a fight going on all the time against the disposition of 
managers of college sports to win players to their teams 
by assurance of some kind of indirect compensation, 
and it is time that the growth of this spirit should be 
stopped. LIFE is informed, too, that the referees and 
umpires of the college football games are paid round 
sums for their services. This is clearly contrary to the 
British understanding of an amateur’s obligations as 
Mr. Lehmann illustrates it, and should be quite as 
contrary to ours. 

What is done in the way of amateur sport should be 
done for sport’s sake, and for nothing else. Men who 
cannot afford to cultivate amateur sport on those terms 
should keep out of it. There is no middle course that 
is creditable. 













* x * 
*O Mr. Cleveland is to 
‘ have a house in Prince- 


, 


ton and become a ‘‘rooter’ 
for the orange and black! 
Princeton is a town 
of merit. It is beau- 
tiful, salubrious, and 
a good place to keep 
household effects. 
One can raise a family 
there with comfort. 
It offers good educational opportunities, 
good church privileges, learned society, 
and sport. To be sure, it is in the State 
of New Jersey.; but, after all, there is no 
State to which a New York man can move with less of a 
jolt than to Jersey. Mr. Cleveland will do Princeton 
good, and, spending his summers in Massachusetts and 
his winters in New York and Florida, will doubtless 
prosper and be happy. 
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He (with suspictous tremulousness): THEY SAY THAT MARRIAGES ARE MADE IN HEAVEN. 
She (encouragingly): YES, BUT THE ENGAGEMENTS ARE CONTRACTED ON EARTH. 





A DEFECTIVE GRACE. 


ACKEY: But, mamma, it’s not 
about what I’m going to receive 
that it’s so hard to be contented. 


Mrs. EARLE: What is it then, 
Jackey? 
‘*It’s about what I’m not going 
to receive.” 


HE millenium will be a time 

of universal peace, but it 

does not follow that all mankind 
will be professional pugilists. 





VERY man thinks he under- 
stands women perfectly, un- 
til he falls in love with one. 





A BEAR CHANCE. 


AN EXPRESSED HOPE. 


RIGINALLY Mr. Pulitzer’s business was profitable, 
which explains his former interest in it; but it 
seems improbable that at present either he or Mr. Hearst 
is making money. What seems more likely is that Mr. 
Hearst keeps on because he has money to burn and 
likes to singe Mr. Pulitzer’s wings with it, while Mr. 
Pulitzer doubtless keeps on because he dares not 
let go. 

LIFE earnestly hopes that the result may be that 
Mr. Pulitzer and Mr. Hearst may convince one another 
after a while that there is neither pleasure nor profit in 
sowing sensations and tattle broadcast, and that both 
may presently turn their surplus funds and energies to 
some better account. 





““MARGARET OGILVY.” 


T would be difficult to pick out a book with more in 
it of what the Christmas spirit ought to be than 
‘‘Margaret Ogilvy,” by her son, J. M. Barrie (Scribners). 
It is a pathetic little book, because it ends with death, 
as all real biographies must, but it is full of the sunlight 
of a cheerful home where poverty and sickness never 
quenched the joyful spirit, the ready wit, the alert mind 
of the ever active mother who was the inspiration of the 
household. 

Many an ardent admirer of Barrie will take up this 
book with the apprehensive feeling that a man’s own 
mother is not a subject for literature. But he will finish 
the book with the assured conviction that Barrie has 
fully justified it. Being what she was to him—an in- 
spiration and an essential part of everything that he 
wrote —this book must have been written. It is the 


‘* WHAT’S THE MATTER, ALPHONSE? YOU’RE GETTING AWFULLY 
THIN.” 
‘*PUNCTURED MY PNEUMATIC.”’ 

natural and simple expression of a sympathetic, artistic soul— 
the spontaneous effort to lessen a debt of gratitude that can 
never be paid. A single line of self-conscious posing on the 
author’s part would forever ruin such a book as this. But 
you will search in vain for that line —as you will also fail to 
find any mock humility or ‘‘ vain regrets.” 
There was always perfect sympathy and 
understanding between mother and son, and 
he says so; his ambition from boyhood 
-was to make life easier for her, and he did 
it. Without pose or reservation he there- 
fore frankly says: ‘‘ That is my reward, that 
is what I have got for my books. Every- 
thing I could do for her in this life 1 have 
done since | was a boy; I look 
back through the years and | 
cannot see the smallest thing left 

undone.” 

There is something more than 
the artistic spirit in that kind of 
honesty; it takes a brave man to 
write it. There is no pride in 
the statement, no egotism; there 
is only one inference from it — 
no other course of action was 


ANOTHER USE FOR THE CENTAUR possible with such a mother. 
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WHY IS IT THAT MR. LEVI IS NEVER 





THUS? 


THAT MR. CASEY NEVER DOES 








THIS? 


And that is the highest tribute he can pay her memory. 
* * * 


HE book is not written in heroics. Humor and wit 
were the constant guests in Margaret Ogilvy’s 
cottage, with that fine acid touch of sarcasm in talk that 
tries all sentiment and discovers the false and tawdry. 
The humor of those chapters in which Barrie describes 
his early efforts to catch a London editor with Auld 


Licht sketches, and his mother’s part in what she 
considered the fooling of him, is better and finer 
than anything in the avowed fiction by the same 
author, 

Margaret’s scheme to propitiate the editor with ‘‘a 
lippie of short-bread ;” her fear that London folks 
would find them out; and her belief that she could 
manage the editor if she only called upon him wearing 
her silk and Sabbath bonnet —- these are characteristic 
touches of the gentle humor of it all. 

For simple pathos and beauty of style, without a 
hint of effort at display, there is nothing in recent 
literature to match the closing chapters of this book. 
The only way to justify a superlative statement of this 
kind is to read the book. In it young and old, man 
and woman, meet on the common ground of the 
domestic hearth —and the best of it is that the story 
is true. —— Droch. 

HE rumor is rife that Miss Frances Willard has 

obtained from Major McKinley a promise that he 

will serve no intoxicating beverages to his guests 

while he lives in the White House. LIFE hopes it isn’t 

true. Wine is inexpedient for some people; but while the President 
is fully entitled to determine for himself whether he will drink it or 
not, it is hardly fair for him to deprive his guests at State dinners of 


the same privilege. Let the Major follow polite usage in this matter, 
and if his guests practice abstinence let it be voluntary. 


CAUTIOUS. 
LARA: He says you have been twice as nice as you 


usually are. 
MAUDE: Yes. I was afraid he would try to break off 
the engagement before Christmas. 


THE ALARM IN BOSTON. 

HE Nude is abhorrent to Boston; even the naked eye is draped 

in glasses there. Boston is seething; it is on the untrimmed 

edges of a revolution; the bones in the Granary yard rattle in the 

night; shadowy spectres gnash their diaphanous teeth on Brimstone 

corner; the copson the Common wear a look of anguish ; horror and 

indignation stalk the streets; Barrett Wendell writes writhingly in 

the Zranscript ; football is losing its savor; the tail of the State 

House codfish droops; sardonic smiles wreathe the Cass statue, and 

scholarly motormen weep as they dash athwart the Public 

Library. The so-called Art Committee of Boston has 

dared to affront the morals of all Nova Scotia, and part 

of Boston, by placing in the back yard of the library a 

naked copper woman, a naked copper boy, and a bunch 

of copper grapes in their bare skins. They hid this Bac- 

chante in the back yard; but Boston is not to be tampered with, 

and will find out a naked exhibition, no matter how cunningly 

hidden. It is no palliation of this crime to allege that the Pilgrim 

Fathers found lots of copper young persons when they landed at 

Plymouth, for they had on tidies, at least, and were not addicted 
to the dull-red grape habit. 

But recently the vigilant Common Council of Boston laid its 
heavy hand on the naked boys on the library building, and caused 
them to be decently garbed in all-wool $2.59 suits; and Puvis de 
Chavennes was thwarted in his insidious attempt to debauch Boston 
by an oil-painted, bare youth, and was forced by the moral sentiment 


“of the people to adorn him with a bath towel, of: the moral Bok 


pattern. 
Boston is aroused, and more of her indignant inhabitants have 


sn 
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‘*SHE STOOPS TO CONQUER.” 


viewed this shameless thing than patronized the Living Pictures, for 
the outrage is free, and well advertised in the churches. Crowds gaze 
on the copper nymph, speechless with horror, and have to be led 
away from the awful sight by relays of weeping policemen. 

The passionate parson calls treason from his pulpit; the Y. W. 
C. U. quivers with indignation; and Brother Brady, just arrived 
from Ulster, calls in no uncertain megaphone for the Governor’s glit- 
tering colonels to unsheathe their stainless blades and drive Bac- 


chante, boy and grapes, to Moon Island. 


law be administered at the People’s Church. 


Public indignation is 
spreading; excursions at reduced rates from the rural districts are in- 
vading Boston to see this wanton before it is clothed ; and conscien- 
tious Sunday School superintendents rush to town to see it, that they 
may join the chorus of denunciation. The excitement grows apace; 
the militia are under arms; a supplementary Thanksgiving procla- 
mation has been issued by the Governor, warning McKim and Mac- 
monnies off the sacred soil of Boston ; and unlessthe copper thing of 
shame consults a modiste or gets a coat of paint, blood will flow 
in the subway, the guillotine be set up on the Common, and Lynch 
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AT LAST. 


HE Long-suffering Man was trying to read, when, with a crash and a 


roar, the train left the track. Down, down, down it went. The seat 


in which The Long-suffering Man sat, shut up like a jack-knife and caught 


him in its tenacious embrace; a seat across the aisle rose up and 
smote him in the side. The steam-pipes hissed, and coiled themselves 
lovingly about his knees. Two valises flung themselves upon his 
breast, and the water-cooler slid up and jabbed him in the back. 
Then all was silent. 

The Long-suffering Man tried to move. One foot, then the 
other, was found firmly imbedded in the débris; his arms were pin- 
ioned by the wreckage. It was dark, and warm, and still. 

The Long-suffering Man nestled his cheek down on the cool 
surface of a plate-glass mirror and heaved a sigh of relief. ‘‘At 
last,” he murmured, ‘‘at last those two cranks behind me have 
stopped talking golf.” And a blessed silence reigned. 

M, /. 
NO ROOM FOR DOUBT. 
UMSO: Do you think that the Indians are really capa- 
ble of civilization ? 
CAWKER: Howcan you doubt it, when you consider what 
a stiff game of football they can put up? 


A DEFINITION OF CHRISTMAS. 
UNDAY - SCHOOL TEACHER: Johnny, what 
does Christmas mean? 

JoHNNyY: My pa says Christmas means swapping a 
lot o’ things you can’t afford, for a lot o’ things you 
don’t want. 

T is rumored that the rolling stock of the New York 

Central system is to be newly equipped with breaks 
recently made by Chauncey Depew. 











The offer of Harvard College to contribute a soiled and dis- SAT Yrygaa 
carded pair of football bloomers for the Bacchante may calm the 


excited populace; but something must be done soon, if the Puritan 


Commonwealth is to endure. 


THE END OF THE HUNTING SEASON. 
+ ‘*HERE’S TO THE FRAGRANT ANISE-SEED BAG: MAY ITS 


Joseph Smith. SHADOW NEVER GROW LESS.” 
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Mr. G.: 1 HAVE TAKEN OBSERVATIONS FOR THREE NIGHTS AND FIND THE SAME REMARKABLE PHENOMENON. IT MUST 
PORTEND GREAT DESTRUCTION, 
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GARDEN OF YOUTH. 











THE HEIGHT OF THE SEASON. 


NEW name has been added to the list of stage 
rogues, and 
yet loves in spite of their roguery. Mr. E. S. Wil- 
lard’s Bailey Protherois as arrant a knave as ever 











rogues whom one knows to be 


walked the streets of London, and yet, as Mr. 
Willard pictures him, we feel sorry when his final 
collapse occurs and we know that the cherub who 
watched over him has come off his perch. 
‘* The Rogue’s Comedy ” is one of the best plays 
London has sent to us for a long time. Its plot is 
not a remarkably strong one, but it depicts well an 
unhackneyed phase of life and one which, as 
Mr. Jones has treated it, lends itself well to 
dramatic effect. It also absolves Mr. Jones 
from any sin he may have committed in lean. 
He is too 





ing towards the Green Carnation school of drama. 
virile a dramatist for that sort of thing, and in this piece of 
Mr. Willard’s he gets back into his true form. In the final 
climax he has evidently stifled his melodramatic 
instincts, but even the spectator, who by right of prece- 
dent might have expected the last act to end up with 
a suicide, or a thrilling escape of Prothero by a window 
with the police close at his heels, will upon con- 
sideration admit to himself that it is a finer = 
ending, from the artistic view point,to have him ~~ PE 
drive off quietly in a cab with his wife to catch “% 
the steamer for America. 

Bailey Prothero is a professional rogue who wins 
his way into fashionable connections by virtue of 
a few lucky hits in his character as a clairvoyant. 
Mr. Willard-gives to the character the oily assur- 
ance, the exaggerated manners and 
the underlying coarseness which go 
with the charlatan who has won his \\\ 
way He also 
without which the 
character would have been only com- 
monplace and _ vulgar, lacking 
which it could never gain the sympa- 
thy, almost the liking, of his audience. 
To the loyal affection for his wife, pro- 
vided by the dramatist, the actor brings 
his own methods of expression, and these 
win for him with his auditors every time 
and without fail. The frank and amused 
recognition of his own rascality is also: 
portrayed in such fashion that his audience 
sympathizes with the rogue rather than 
with his dupes. 


to temporary success. 


adds something 


and 


IN A BOOK; 


THERE WAS A YOUNG GIRL DOWN IN FLA. 
WHO READ AS THE SUN GREW TA. 
AND SHE SMILED: 


‘*WITH DEEP JOY I AM WILD: 
WHY, THIS GROWS HA, AND HA!” 
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The company is excellently trained and thoroughly com- 
petent. Miss Olga Brandon permits the character of Prothero's 
wife to be thoroughly merged in his stronger personality, and 
therefore does nothing to mar the picture. From the other 
members of the cast no great things are required, but they 
speak their lines intelligently, and are stage-managed into a 
most agreeable ensemble. A clever bit is the work of Mr. 
Bromley Davenport as Sir Thomas Dovergreen, a young man 
whose attack of intoxication is most natural and amusing 
without being disgusting. 

It is not overwhelming praise to say that ‘‘The Rogue's 
Comedy,” with Mr. Willard as Prothero, is about the best 
thing New York has seen this season. 

* * * 
T seemed good to have the name of ‘‘ Wallack’s” restored 
to the theatre, and makes one wonder why Mr. Palmer 
ever had the bad taste to change it. 
* * * 
ISS ADA REHAN’S Lady Gay Spanker is not the best 
interpretation of the character ever seen. Her 
mannerisms are conspicuously present, and she seems to lack 
the peculiar kind of whole-souléd vivacity which goes with 
the part. 

And what a strong vitality ‘‘ London Assurance” possesses! 
Among the earliest of Dion Boucicault’s plays, and saddled 
down with long speeches that would blast the work of any 
contemporary dramatist, it comes back to the stage after each 
absence always grateful and always refreshing. 

# 

HE best part of Mr. Crane’s 
work in Miss Martha Morton’s 
‘*A Fool of Fortune” is his depic- 
tion of Zlisha Cunningham, the Wall 
street operator, in the days after he 
- has ‘‘gone broke.” The old mania 
for the ticker is there, but sustained 
only by frequent reference to. the 
whiskey-bottle. The combination of the old 
self-importance dating back to more powerful 
days, and the present weakness and incapacity 
increasing to the point of death, is a more deli- 
cate task than either Mr. Crane or his 
writers usually allot to him, but he succeeds 
in making it both amusing and impressive. 
He even succeeds in submerging his marked 
personality somewhat —an infrequent ac- 

complishment for Mr. Crane. 

Metcalfe. 


__ : But it seems to me you 
ask very high wages, when 
you acknowledge that you haven't 
had much experience. 
BRIDGET: Shure, marm, ain’t it 
harder for me when I don’t know 
how? 























A HA-HA BOOK. 


E: Dear me, my watch has 
run down. 
SHE: There’s a calendar in the 
other room. 
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THE PRIMA DONNA’S 
RIVAL. 


" O you see the 
great prima 


donna?” f 
Ly ‘I see a woman. Is { 
j a = w- bi r) she a great prima 1 
. walely sae donna?” 
@MAZZAN Tilt} 20 * 
; st , ‘« She is. 
y See ee) 


‘“‘But this woman is 
not singing.” 

‘‘No; she is doing 
what prime donne do 
when they are _ not 
singing.” 

‘‘What is that?” 

‘They sulk.” 

“Then the great 
prima donna is sulking i 
now?” 

‘‘She is, and she is 
sulking for all she is { 
worth.” 

‘I suppose she is sulk- 
ing because her salary 
is slow in coming.” 

‘‘Your supposition is 
wrong.” 

‘‘ Perhaps some other 
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prima donna’s name ; 
has been printed in 
larger letters on the pos- 

ters, or has been more ‘ 
highly spoken of by the 
critics.” 

‘*Once again you are 
wrong.” 

“Do you know why 
the great prima donna 
is sulking ?” ; 

‘““T do.” : 

‘* Please tell me.” , 

‘‘It is because she is 
no longer asked to write 
testimonials about soap, 
pianos, and malt ex- 
tracts.” 

‘‘Has some one else ‘ 
supplanted her in those 
useful occupations ? ” 

“Fes” 

‘““Who is the fortu- 
nate person?” 

DIVORCE. ‘*Mark Hanna.” 
AS OBTAINED IN THE TROPICS. 


—— 








NO FOOL OF A DOG. 


A SOLACE FOR THE UNKNOWN. 

ITERATURE may roughly be 

—~ divided into two parts: that 

which pays before death, and that 

which pays after death. 

At the first blush the 

former may the 

more intrinsically de- 

sirable, for what doth 

it profit a man if he 

gain the whole world 

afterwards, and lose his 

credit during life? There 

is, however, about the 

latter method a compensation 

not to be sneezed at. For it is not 

necessary to be great; it is only neces- 

sary to believe you are so, and all the 

whips and scorns of an unappreciative au- 

dience will be healed by the balm of this 

sweet solace. To know that the MSS. 

which you have just been told is lack- 

ing in merit, or unavailable for ten thou- 

sand other reasons, is nothing to you as 

you smile and think cheerily that one 

hundred years from now it will be 

posing on the shelves of some future 

bibliomaniac as one of his priceless 

treasures. And why should there be 

any doubt of this? We are asked to 

base our whole hopes of happiness on 

other beliefs not one whit more prob- 

able. And so, budding authors, when 

you scribble your unknown thoughts 

on the backs of unreceipted bills, do 

so in the sweet consciousness that there 
is a great time coming ; 


seem 


And when with wings you pause 
To hear faint sounds from earth, 
You’ll know ’tis the applause 
At thoughts you’ve given birth. 


-LIFE: 


THE GREAT SUNDAY PAPER. 


HE Great Sunday Paper is an insti- 

tution that hascometostay. How 
happy homes got along without it until 
now it is hard to say. 

Suffice it that its circulation and size 
have grown until one wonders when it 
will be that both shall reach the end of 
their respective tethers. The one by 
reason of the fact that there will soon be 
a time when every breathing human 
buys it, and it can gain no more for the 
simple reason that everybody on earth 


secures acopy. The other reason arises 


from the fact that there is not, or will not 
be, enough paper made to supply the 
demand should The Great Sunday Paper 





ACQUIESCENCE. 
HE pictures of the Might-have-been 
Before our mental visions dance; 
How, while we supped at Idle Inn, 
Before the gate passed Fleeting 
Chance; 
How while we loitered by the stream 
And listened to the zephyrs sigh, 
Along the highway on to Fame 
Great Opportunity sped by; 
How, though’t were morning bright and 
clear, 
We yielded unto sleep once more, 
And consequently failed to hear 
Good Fortune knocking at our door. 
And yet, the while we’ve had our ease, 
Calm joys without Ambition’s stress— 
Ah! it is better to know these 
Than wield the Sceptre of Success. 


Wood Levette Wilson. 


decide to increase the size of its issue 
from two thousand to three thousand 
pages. Not to count the over-supply of 
material for the making of paper boxes, 
if it be true, as some assert, that paper 
boxes are mostly made from the ground 
over unsold Great Sunday Papers with 
fake circulations. 

But we could not do without The 
Great Sunday Paper. The pleasing 
chromatically colored supplement, in the 
hues of the Mandril monkey, gladdens 
the artistic eye; and the chaste, gentle, 
refined humor of that particular portion, 
both in literary and illustrative form, 
appeals to the most cultured home circle. 

In the other portions of The Great 
Sunday Paper pleasing descriptive, illus- 
trated articles on freaks, fat boys, and 
contagious diseases of all kinds, arouse 
all that is best and noblest in our natures. 
These are given variety in turn by 
‘‘young lady reporters,” with accounts 
of nights spent in sewers, dissecting- 
rooms, and other pleasant places, that 
hold the reader’s interest by their accu- 
racy of detail in every sickening circum- 
stance. These are spiced and served up 
with descriptive headlines, such as 
‘*How It Feels to Be a Floater! One 
of the World’s Young Women Reporters 
Lays Four Days in the Morgue Awaiting 
Identification.”” Pleasing pictures 
accompany this. 

Signed articles by persons who, if they 
have not achieved fame, have gained 
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‘* MACHINE IS ALL RIGHT, MISS MARY.’” 
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notoriety, add timely touch and up-to- 
dateness. ‘‘ How I Became a Morphine 
Fiend,” by Fannie Dashington, the Bur- 
lesque Queen, and ‘‘ The Secrets of the 
Sawdust Game, and Bunco Steering in 
all its Branches,” by Appetite Ike, the 
celebrated dispenser of gold bricks, are 
perused eagerly by all. To add to this, 
The Great Sunday Paper, always on the 
lookout for diversity, is anxious to give 
instruction in all interesting branches of 
popular sciences—thus not only teaching 
the young idea how to shoot, but to 
stab, garrote and sandbag as well. 
* * * 
N article on ‘‘How Knockout Drops 
are Made and Used’ will be followed 
by ‘‘ New Ways of Flim-Flamming,” and 
then, next in order, ‘‘ The Art of Safe 
Cracking,” with directions and diagrams 
so explicit that the veriest novice could 
not help but grasp the subject first and 
the securities afterwards. These timely 
tips for the criminal classes have not 








‘“WHEN WILL WOMEN TAKE AN INTEREST 


PROFESSOR ?”’ 
‘“ WHEN IT BECOMES A FAD.” 


IN POLITICS, 


505 


been unappreciated, either. For in- 
stance, an article on ‘‘ Toxicology; or, 
How to Make Poisons at Home,” created 
quite a furor at the time of publication 
among persons unhappily married, and 
others with aged but hale and hearty 
wealthy relatives, as the for- 
mula of many ‘‘insidious 
deadly drugs, that leave no 
trace,’’ were published in full. 
‘““Murder as a Fine Art,” 
‘*Great Criminals and Their 
Methods,” and other similar 
interesting topics, are treated 
week by week in the same 'com- 
plete and interesting manner. 
a % 

T is no wonder, then, that we 
can afford to laugh to scorn 

7 the discordant croakings of 
those who claim The Great 

i Sunday Paper is the instigator 
it of crime, a panderer to the 
AN depraved and vicious, and a 
hand-book of horror and evil 
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THE YOUNG CHAP WHO LOST HIS GIRL ALL 


ON ACCOUNT OF A CARELESS SPEECH IN WHICH doing. 
HE SAID HE 


PREFERRED LAMB TO MUTTON, 





According to the test by 
which we determine and the 
standard that we have set—success from a money-making point 
of view—The Great Sunday Paperis a survival of the fittest, 
an epitome of modern advancement and higher culture for the 
lower classes, and long may it prosper! 

If we have insane asylums, jails, reformatories and peniten- 
tiaries, they should be filled, or the puerile philanthropy of 
criminal molly-coddling and slop-shop reformation would become 
alost art. Therefore the part played in this, if nothing else —if 
it so be we are unappreciative of the delicate humor of the comic 
section, or the deeds of daring done at space rates by the young 
lady reporters—should at least be remembered to the credit of 
The Great Sunday Paper! 


‘ ‘HE only thing more entertaining than anticipation of 
the unexpected is expectation of the impossible. 


THOSE MEDICAL LECTURES. 


R. ALBERT LEFFINGWELL made the following 
statement in reference to the so-called ‘‘ infamous 
experiment” of Magendie: 


This experiment—which, we are told, passes even the callousness of 
Germany to repeat; which every leading champion of vivisection in 
Great Britain reprobates for medical teaching; which some of them 
shrink even from seeing themselves, from horror at the tortures neces- 
sarily inflicted ; which the most ruthless among them dare not exhibit 
to the young men of England—this experiment has been performed 
publicly again and again in American medical colleges, without excit- 
ing, so far as we know, even a whisper of protest or the faintest murmur 
of remonstrance! 


According to which the American medical student is not 
likely to turn out a ‘‘ hysterical sentimentalist,” as the vivi- 
sectors call us. No human agony—unless his own—is going 
to disturb him very much. For ourselves, personally, we 
would much prefer falling into the hands of a surgeon who 
has sought amusement in other fields. 





















































































HYGIENE. 


I cannot eat but little meat, 
By microbes it is spoiled; 

And sure I think I cannot drink, 
Save water that is boiled; 

And Ill endure low temperature, 
Since by the doctors told 








That to live long and keep us strong 


’Tis better to be cold. 


So let bacteria scourge and scare, 
With ailments manifold, 

To do us good we'll eat no food, 
And keep our bodies cold. 

I love no roast except dry toast, 
And that at stated terms; 

And little bread I eat, in dread 
Of pathogenic germs; 

Of milk no whit I take, 
Zymotic ills enfold, 

And fevers breed; yet most I heed 
To keep my body cold. 


lest it 


A keen east wind I never mind, 
And fifty Fahrenheit 


So let bacteria scourge and scare, 
With ailments manifold, 
To do us good we'll eat no food, 
And keep our bodies cold. 
—St. James's Gazette. 

THAT stoy of a Caribou potato raiser who refused an 
offer of 48 cents a barrel for eleven barrels of potatoes, 
declaring that he would have $5 or nothing for the load, 
is matched by a yarn that comes from Grand Lake Stream 
of aman who recently went after a calf that he had pas- 
tured out all summer, and asked what he owed for the 
pasturing. 

‘* Well,” said the farmer, ‘‘ I’ve got a bill of $7 against 
you, but I will take the calf and call it settled, provided 
you are willing.” 

‘* No, sir,’’ was the answer, ‘‘I will not do that; put I 
will tell you what I will do. You keep the calf two 
weeks longer and you can have her.”’—Zew/#ston (Me.) 
Journal. 

AN evangelist who lives in the mission is so devout 
that he never permits himself to think a secular thought, 
and his tongue cannot frame a worldly word. The sal- 
vation of souls in peril is his single thought, his sole 
occupation. 


CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS, NEW YORK, 
7™ Poems of H. C. Bunner. 

That First Affair. By J. A. Mitchell. 
Nancy Noon, By Benjamin Smith. 
Margaret Ogilvy. By Her Son, J. M. Barrie, 

HARPER AND BROTHERS, NEW YORK, 


The Ship’s Company, and Other Sea People. 
Jerrold Kelley. 

Tomalyn’s Quest. By G. B. Burgin. 

Harper's Round Table for 1896. Bound in one volumg 

DODD, MEAD AND COMPANY, NEW YORK, 

Richelieu; or, The Conspiracy. By Edward Bulwa 
(Lord Lytton). 

Love's Demesne. 


By J.D 


2vols. By George H. Ellwange 


COPELAND AND DAY, BOSTON. 
Sonnets from the Portuguese. By Elizabeth Barre 
Browning. 


Gold Stories of ’49. By a Californian. 


WAY AND WILLIAMS, CHICAGO, 


The Lucky Number. By 1. K. Friedman. 
The Real Issue. By William Allen White. 


Palladia. By Mrs. Hugh Fraser. 
York: The Macmillan Company. 
Jack. By Alphonse Daudet. 
Ensor. z2vols. London: J. M. 
The Anglo-American Annual. 


London and Ne 


Translated by Lau 
Dent and Company 


Is the degree that best suits me, 
By day and eke by night; 

Thus wise I strive to keep alive, 
And haply to grow old, 

With beef uncarved, athirst and starved, 
And perished with the cold. 


The evangelist has a very bright little daughter, five 
years of age. The other day she answered the door-bell —- aves 7 a 
and found the coal man there with a bill. ‘* John,” said his father to the heir, aged five, “4d 
‘* Papa is not home,” she informed him, ‘‘ but if you you want your grandmother to put you to bed ?” 
will come in, you poor, perishing soul, mamma will pray ** Any old thing will do,”’ replied the little man. 
for you.”—San Francisco Post. —Minneapolis Journal, 











For sale by all Newsdealers in Great Britain. The Inter- 
» tional News ps oe Bream’s Building, Chancery Lane, 
tendon, E. C., England, AGENTS. 


EUROPEAN AGENTS—Messrs. Brentano, 37 Avenue de |’Opera, 
s; § bach’s News Exchange, 1 Clarastrasse, Mayence, 
Germany, Agents for Germany, Austria and Switzerland. 
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Sy Her graceful presence, everywhere 

> Suggests the fragrance, faint and rare 
With which the sweetest flowers allure: 
To such a dainty gown and face 
The touch of soap seems out of place— 
Save Ivory, which itself is pure. 


SS 
PARK & TILFORD, Agents. 
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THE Court—What is your age, madam? 

THE PLAINTIFF—Must I answer? 

THE CourRT—You must. 

THE PLAINTIFF—Why, Judge, I thought 
‘‘ Tonic” means something that tones youu people didn’t have to testify against them- 

—in other words it means Abbott’s Original selves.—Green Bag. 


Angostura Bitters. Sold by all draggists and 
|dealers. 


|DALY’S THE ATRE., Evenings8. 15. Matinees 
at2. Mon., Wed. and Fri. Evening and Sat. Matinee, 

MISS ADA REHAN in LONDON ASSURANCE. 
Tues., Thurs. and Sat. Evening and Wed. Matinee, 
THE GEISHA, (Dec. 17th,100th performance.) 
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Copyright, 1896, by The Procter & Gamble Co., Cin’ti. 
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Miss SCRAGGS—Yes, once when I was out 

alone on a dark night I saw a man, and oh,| 
my goodness, how I ran! 

‘* And did you catch him?”’— 77¢ Bits. 
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OLD GENTLEMAN (year 1919)—In my| 


WANTED— AN IDEA, Who can think of/younger days I was a dramatic critic, and I 


pean, hen have called to beg the privilege of renewing 
to patent? Protect your ideas; they may bring y 
wealth Write JOHN WEDDERBURN & CO., Patent! my youth by being allowed to write the 


Attorneys, Dept. C. 11, Washington, D. C., for their| 
$1,800 prize offer and list of 200 inventions wanted. criticism of one of the performances this) 
evening. 


Patronize American industrie open age 
—wear KNOX HATS. 


in the newspaper profession. Our —— 
HAMILTON HOTEL 


nowadays only write the advance puffs ; 
HAMILTON, BERMUDA. 


criticisms are written by the managers of 
the companies.—V. Y. Weekly. 

Open December until May. 

MEAD & BROOKS, Managers. 


Ride HARTFORD TIRE 
and bad roads turn 
good ones. The TIRD 
are built that way. 


THE HARTFORD RUBBER WORKS & 
HARTFORD, CONN. 


New York. Philadelphia. 
Minneapolis. Toronto. 


WWW AK WWII 


LITTLE 
CIGARS. 


y ALL IMPORTED 
TOBACCO. 





HIGHEST IN PRICE, 
FINEST IN QUALITY. 


25c. a Bundle, 
10 in Bundle. 
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Chicago 


WU 


‘*My dear,” expostulated his wife, ‘‘ why 
|will you eat such a hearty breakfast on a 
\day morning? You know you are alm 

sure to have a nightmare in church.”’ 


rr 


Trial Package in Pouch by mail for 25c. 
H. ELLIS & CO., Baltimore, Md. 
Tue American Topacco Co, 


Best Line to Cincinnati and St. Louis—THE NEW YORK CENTRAL 





—Detrott Tribune. 
Sneceseor. 
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or, in fact, anywhere, at any hour, one can make delicious Bouillon from 











By J. 
Extract of BEEF 
sain Requires only the addition of boiling water and a pinch of salt. It’s the 
; ae matter of a moment. ¢ 
+ Bulm Armour & Company, Chicago. 
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The only awarded at the Paris 
Exhibition 1889. 
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CURIOUS EFFECT 





AS SEEN BY A 


AL 


UTINE 


HYGIENIC, ADHERENT & INVISIBLE. 


TOILET FOWDER — CHEZ. FAW, Inventor 
9, Rue de la Paix, Paris.— Caution. Xone Genuine but those bearing the word “FRANCE” and the signature CH. FAY. 













OF NORTHERN LIGHTS. 
RECENT EXPLORER. 


STEIN WAY 


Pre-eminently the best Pianos made; ex- 
ported to and sold in all art centres of the 
globe, and endorsed and preferred for private 
and public use by the greatest artists and 
scientists. Illustrated Catalogues mailed 
free upon application. 


STEINWAY & SONS, 107-111 6. 14th St, 


NEW YORK. 








eeeeeo 


= 
= 
= tried different choco- ‘ 
= lates prefer 
Matter £ 
= 
F | 
of = Instantaneous 
= 
§ Chocolate 
= toallothers. It is distinct- 
= Your grocer has it in 1 Ib. and 3 Ib. tins. 
STEPHEN F. WHITMAN & SON, Philada. 
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WHITMAN’S 
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combined with 


Remarkable 
Delicacy 


The most refined 
Perfume,and to-day 
the Standard in all 
civilized countries. 
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INCOMPARABLE FOR ITS GREAT. 
CREAMY LUXURIOUS LATHER. 
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A MUSICAL BURLESQUE. 


If you want to write a musical burlesque, 
The recipes you never must ignore; 

You needn’t be amusing or grotesque: 
Per contra, you should never fail to bore. 


BIsHOP WILLIAMS, of Marquette, was recently invited to serve his alma 
mater, Cornell University, as university preacher. He did so, coming straight 
from the Synod of the Canadian Church at Winnipeg and bringing this story 
with him: ‘‘ There was a missionary Bishop there,” said Bishop Williams, 
‘* who had been six weeks in coming, most of the way by canoe. He rose and 


began by saying that he would speak for himself and for a brother Bishop who 
unfortunately, could not be present. He was sorry to say that his brother's 
diocese had gone to the dogs! A general gloom followed these words. He 
went on to say that the Bishop had found so many inquirers after religion among 
the Esquimaux north of Hudson Bay that he had to build achurch. As there 
was no wood he used whale’s ribs for rafters, covering them with tanned walrus 
To the funny little things they do in France, hide, and so made a church to hold eighty persons. ‘All went merry asa 

And, if failing to express it with your pen, marriage bell’ for a time, until—the dogs grew famished and ate the church.” 

You can illustrate your meaning with a dance. —Troy Times, 
bent ctrh slr le ab must mouth about the glory , MRs. BINGLEY, the occult leader of the Band of Hope circle of the Society of 
Like a stripling ofa Kipling, or like Tommy when he’s tippling— ee eon — se pectic eo _ —_ 
tec cao Gait oa souls caamibonene ae ) § chi a Me fe) had come into the parlor witha pail of surf sand and scrubbing brush. 

) ossie,’’ said the imperious woman, ‘‘ go back to your work instantly.” 

‘*T want to be reincarnated, mamma,”’ pouted the child as great salt tears 
welled up from her ultramarine optics and dredged channels for themselves 
down her begrimed cheeks. 

‘*Poor, ignorant, unreasoning creature,’’ said Mrs. Bingley, as a look of 
ineffable sorrow almost dislocated her new Blavatsky face. ‘‘ Don’t you know 
that you are Cinderella come back to us from the bygone ages ? It is meet that 
you should scrub. Some day the Prince will come and give you a glass slipper. 
Now, be good, and by and by when you know your theosophy primer by heart 
I'll take you to an insane asylum.’"—New York Herald. 


You needn't care a jot for the nature of the plot— 
Coherency may run the booking dry; 

But you certainly will fail if your idiotic tale 
Doesn't introduce a nigger lullaby. 


You must make a naughty reference now and then, 


Then you introduce a broker or a Jew; 
A soldier must be pitted with a snob; 

And the idiotic heroine must woo 
In a song that is supposed to make you sob. 

If you start Act I. at home, in the second you must roam 
To the Continent, to India, or Japan; 

And of late the dolly ditty is considered rather pretty, 
For it’s well to be domestic—when you can. 


” 


You needn’t be particular with rhymes, 
‘‘Mamma” and “ far” are jingled by the throng; 
While ‘‘ love” and ‘‘ move ”—how many, many times!— 
Are coupled in the sentimental song. 
A lavish lot of frocks (that display the wearers’ clocks) 
Must never, never possibly be missed; A PERSIAN philosopher, being asked by what method he had acquired so 
While your prospects will be bright if the risky opening night much knowledge, he answered: ‘‘By not being prevented by shame from 
Sees your ‘‘ comedy” most vigorously hissed. —The Sketch. asking questions when I am ignorant.”—Green Bag. 


Booman s—ponsin Gum |e Z4DY DEC. roth 
i | | ‘ae . Loth. 
A. Olivotti & Co., i nLAUTION,—See that the 4 d 
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FLoRENcE, PRESENTS. 


ITALY. 


BLYNKINS—A girl who can sing just as soon as she gets up in the morning 
must have a sweet disposition. 

WyYNKINS—Not necessarily. She may havea grudge against somebody in the 
neighborhood.—Baltimore News. 











ARTISTIC FURNITURE, OBJECTS OF 
ART, ANTIQUITIES, VENETIAN GLASS, 
EMBROIDERIES, PAINTINGS IN OIL 
AND WATER COLOR, Etc., Etc. 
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THE “ REMEDY 
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COUGHS,COLDS AND 
ALL BRONCHIAL AND 
PULMONARY AFFECTIONS. 


SR ag OME PRICE TEN CENTS. 


IP / ey SP _ “While there's life there's” TRUTH — filled with art 
LF SCM in divers hues; humor in various phases, with a here: 

and-there touch of satire and seasonable pathos. All 

well-behaved news-stands keep TRUTH. 


HOSE intending to sub- | 
scribe to LIFE will 
please remember that the 
Special Christmas Number 
is included in the regular 
subscription price of $5 per | HARTFORD, 
es ee 




















alma 
raight 
story 
liams, 
e and 
who, 
ther’s 
He 
mong 
there 
valrus 
rasa 
oh” 
nes. 
ety of 
igged 


ipper. 
heart 


rning 


in the 


‘ed so 
from 

















“Copyrighted 1896 by the Prudential Insurance Co.” 


The Massive Building Pictured Above is Owned and Occupied by 


The Prudential 


INSURANCE COMPANY, OF AMERICA, 


As its Home Office, at Newark, New Jersey, 


From which is conducted its vast business of Life Insurance for Men, Women and Children 
JOHN F. DRYDEN, President. 








The label of every bottle of genuine 
Farina Cologne bears the word 


os Gegenuber.”’ Great English Remedy for 
See that this label is on the bottle you buy. GOUT and RHEUMATISM. 


SAFE, SURE, EFFECTIVE. 
Druggists, or 224 William St., New York. 
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Delicious 


PURITY AND FLAVOR Cane i 


863 BROADWAY 
150 BROADWAY btw loRK 
21 WEST 42s! —~ 

CANDIES CAREFULLY PACKED AND SENT EVERY -/) 
WHERE BY MAIL OR EXPRESS. 

MAIL ORDERS RECEIVE PROMPT ATTENTICN—. 














LIFE TO HIS READERS. 


OOD greeting, gentle reader, and 
have patience to step aside a 
moment, and learn that among all the 
blessings of the coming year, not the least 
will be the joys of LIFE, 

If LIFE in the past has been frank, fear- 
less, and judiciously frivolous, do not 
hesitate to believe that LIFE in the future 
will breathe the same spirit as heretofore. 
But it will be something more to you than 
this. It will be bigger, brighter, and 
better. 

It will contain new features.to amuse, 
to interest, and to charm. It will take on 
an added wisdom and sprightliness, while 
of malice or uncharitableness there will be 
found among its pages no trace; rather, 
as in the past, a wholesome contempt of 
all fraud and humbug, for you will have 
read it in vain if you have failed to detect 
the true spirit of its being. 

Those who know LIFE well will have no 
cause to complain. The old contributors, 
and many new ones, will be there to cheer 
the way, gladden the eye, and dwarf the 
spirit of dull care. But there will also be 
fresh departures and constant surprises to 
satisfy the wants of all. 

LIFE will contain the best, in whatever 
line. Its pictures will be made by the 
first artists, and will not be cheap repro- 
ductions of popular photographs. They 
will depict flesh and blood idéas, and the 
lover of art, the student of humanity, and 
even the jaded reader who wishes only to 
be amused, will all be satisfied. 

Its writers will be the best writers, and 
in its warfare against all that is cruel, and 
unjust, and wrong, the shafts of its wit 
will not lose their potency. Every line of 
LIFE during the coming year will be worth 
reading. 





December 17 1896, 
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rt y Mate ‘© YOUR PRECIOUS MARIANI WINE COMPLETELY REFORMED. I 
| i's MY CONSTITUTION. YOU SHOULD CERTAINLY OFFER SOME TO Soap | iS always pre- 
WILL CONVINCE THAT THE FRENCH GOVERNMENT.” 


, ferred b le of 
HENRI ROCHEFORT. y people o 
Golden Sceptre good taste who have 


Write to MARIANI & CO. for Descriptive Book, 75 PORTRAITS. 
IS PERFECTION t ° d ° M h 
varts:41Bd. Haussmann, — 52 W. I ie Indorsements and Autographs of Celebrities. once tried it. atch- 


We will send on receipt LONDON : 239 Oxford St. NEW YO | { 
of 10c. a sample to ess ior the complex- 
any address. Prices Now 18 the time to put an anchor . 
tof GOLDEN SCEPTRE, get oo 
H 110. 31,30, 1/1. 40 cts. and all the attendant evils is 
, thee 4 Dictemsbes poy Sw ua attendant evils i soft, clean and beauti- 


SURBRUG "9 Futte, yea Our “OLD CROW Ll. “ ” 
New YoRk CITY aj RYE” WHISKEY ful. Its “clean” scent 
: should be in every household, 1S much nicer than 


and at the first symptoms us e ’ 
it. It isthe purest stimulant rf d 

e in the world and will not dis- | pe ume poor SOap S. 
appoint you. See that the 


word RYE is on the label, Economical —luxurious. 


and our firm name on case, 


cork, capsule and label. Avoid substitutes. 


None other is genuine. 7 
pr Pears’ (the original) Shaving Stick 
H. B. KIRK & CO. is unrivalled. 


H 69 Fulton St.; also Broadway 
and 27th St.. NEW YORK. Sold everywhere—Used everywhere, 
Est. 1853. Sold Everywhere. 


McMAHON & WREN, Distributers. 
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LIFE’S COMEDY. 


“THE fourth number of LIFE’S COMEDY 

is now ready. It contains 32 pages of 
beautifully printed illustrations on heavy calen- 
dered paper, with a specially decorated cover 
printed in colors. 

Price Twenty-five cents. Subscriptions 
One Dollar a year. Drawings by Gibson, 
Wenzell, Toaspern, Van Schaick, Johnson, Sul- 
livant and others. 





This Number is devoted to 


Oar Bachelors . . 


MITCHELL & MILLER, Publishers, 
{9 and 2) WEST 3iST STREET, NEW YORK CITY. 
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